
Patty Griffin, Florida
A couple of young girls wentSailing down A1AInto the arms of FloridaSailing down a highwaySinging their heads offProtected by the holy ghostsFlying in the oceanDriving with their eyes closeThe night wants to kiss you deepAnd be on his wayPretend he don't know you the very next dayIsn't it hard sometimesIsn't it lonely?How I still hang around hereAnd there's nothing to hold meYou slide down into the seatFrom twelve hours on your feetAnd get the tide to wash you awayFor thousands and thousands of daysAnd someone you never meetSigns a check you get every weekYou try and you still can't forgetAll the strangers that you have metThe night never owed you nothing anywayMakes promises that he never intends to keep every dayIsn't it hard sometimesIsn't lonely?How I still hang around hereAnd there's nothing to hold meEvery time, every yearThe travelers come and goYou see them landing with their pale wingsAnd flying back to the snowAnd the summer comes marching inWith his heavy boots onKicking along the blacktopSidewalks of A1AThe young girls in their bare feetCigarettes smokingLooking every which wayWishing and hopingAnd you want the night just to let you sleepAnd be on his wayWrap you up in some cool sheetsAnd have nothing to sayIsn't hard sometimesIsn't it lonely?How I still hang around hereAnd there's nothing to hold me
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